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f astly upon "him.. * Heed, my child, what I say: they will cut off
my head, and perhaps make thee a king. But mark what I say;
you must not "be a king as long as your "brothers Charles and
James live; therefore, I charge you, do not be made a king by
them.' At which the child, sighing deeply, replied, * I will be
torn in pieces first/ And these words, coming so unexpectedly
from so young a child, rejoiced my father exceedingly. And his
majesty spoke to him of the welfare of his soul, and to keep his
religion, commanding him to fear Grod, and he would provide for
him. All which the young child earnestly promised."

The king fervently kissed and blessed his children, and called to
bishop Juxon to take them away: they sobbed aloud. The king
leant his head against the window, trying to repress his tears,
when, catching a view of them as they went through the door, he
hastily came from the window, snatched them again to his breast,
kissed and blessed them once more; then, tearing himself from
their tears and caresses, he fell on his knees, and strove to calm,
by prayer, the agony of that parting.

It ought not to be forgotten that the king had the satisfaction
of receiving a letter from his son Charles, by Mr. Seymour, a
special messenger, enclosing a carte blanche with his signature, to
be filled up at pleasure. Another copy was sent to Cromwell,
which may be seen at the British Museum; in these papers the
prince bound himself to any terms, if his father's life might be
spared. It must have proved a cordial to the king's heart to find,
in that dire hour, how far family affection prevailed over ambi-
tion. The king carefully burnt his carte Handle, lest an evil use
might be made of it, and did not attempt to bargain for his life
by means of concessions from his heir.

On the night preceding the awful day, Charles I. was blessed
with calm and refreshing sleep. He awoke before day-break,
undrew his curtain, and said to Herbert, *' I will rise; I have
a great work to do this day," Herbert's hands trembled while
combing the king's hair. Charles, observing that it was not
arranged so well as usual, said, " Nay, though my head be not to
stand long on my shoulders, take the same pains with it that you
were wont to do. Herbert, this is my second marriage-day; I
would be as trim to-day as may be." The cold was intense at that
season, and the king desired to have a warm additional shirt.
'* For," continued he, ** the weather is sharp, and probably may
make me shake. I would have no imputation of fear, for death is
not terrible jbo me. I bless my God I am prepared. Lot the
rogues come" whenever they please." He observed that he was
glad he had slept at St. James's, for the walk through the